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A Yorkshire Tragedy, 

Wife. Oh my children. 

i.jyr,How is it with my moft afflnfted Miftns > 

Wife. Why do 1 now recouer ? why halfe iiuc i 
To fee my children bleed before mine eies, 

A fight, able to kill a Mothers breaft without an exe- 
cutioner jwhat,arc thou mangled too? 

x.Ser. I thinking topreuent what his quickemtf- 
chiefes had lo foone a&ed,came and rulht vpon him, 
We ftrugled,f)ut a fowler ftrength then his ^ 

Ote-threw me with his armes, then did hebruize me 
And rent my fleih,and robd me of my haire, 

Like a man mad in execution. 

Made me vnfit to rife and follow him. 

Wife. What is ithasbeguildchim of all grace? 

And (Vole away humanity from his breft, 

To flay his children.purpofed to kill his wife. 

And fpoile his feruants. 

Enter twoferuants. 

Awbo. Pleafe you lcaue this accurfed place, 

A furgeon waites within. 

Wife. Willing to leaue it. 

Tis guilty of fweete bloud,innocent bloud. 

Murder hath tookc this chamber with full hands, 
And will not out as long as the houfe (lands. 

Exeunt. 

Enter Husband js being throwne of bis 
Horfe> and falles. 

Huf.Oh (tumbling lade, the (pauin ouertake thee. 
The fifty difeafes (top thee ; 

Oh, I am forely bruifde, plague founder thee. 

Thou 
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Thou runft at cafe and plcafure,hart of chance, 

To throw me now, within a flight o'th Towne, 

In fuch plaine ecucn ground, 

Sfoot, a man may dice vpon it, and throw away the 
Medowes,ah filthy beaft. 

Cry within. 

Follow, follow, follow. 

Huf . Ha ? I heare founds ofmen, like hew and cry, 
Vp,vp,and (trugglc to thy horfe,make on, 

Difpatch thatlmle begger.and all’s done. 

Cry within. 

Heere,this way,this way. 

Huf. A t my backe ? oh, 

Whatface haue I,my limbtsdcny meto go, 

My will is bated, beggery claimes apart. 

Oh could I heare reach to the infants heart. 


Enter Matter of the Coliedgt , three Gentle- 
men jnd others with Holberds . 

^.Heere,heeie,yonder,yonder. 

Ma.W nnaturall, flinty , more then barbarous, 

The Scythians in their marble hearted fates, 

Gould jaot baue a&ed moretemorfelcfle deeds 
In their relcntlefle natures,then theft of thine .* 

Was this the anfwcr 1 long waited on, 

The fatisfa&ionfor thy prilonedbrothcr ? 

Huf He can haue no more ofvs,then our skins. 

And fomeof them want but fleaing; 

i.G«tf.Greac finnes haue madehim impudent. 

^4.Has (hed fo much blood that he cannot blufhv 



